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there was only one just claim to the right of grieving: and
that was mine.

Monty mounted. Seizing the reins carelessly, I put my
foot in the chestnut's stirrup. As I rose, the bit pulled on
the mare's mouth and she wheeled and reared, shaking me
awkwardly to the ground.

" Damn the bloody horse/' I said aloud.

Monty stroked his bay's silk neck, as though he had heard
nothing.

" You've got his rein too tight, sir/' the groom told me.

" All right I    I know how to mount a horse/'

I swung into the saddle, and, ignoring Monty, set the
mare, which was very fresh, at a canter towards Artillery
Road. Artillery Road was a winding gun-track that
climbed out of Gully Ravine up to the tableland beneath
Achi Baba. Much too fast I ran the chestnut up the
steep incline, and emerged from the ravine on to the high
level ground. Straightway I looked across two miles of
scrub to the seaward point of the plateau, where stood a
large camp of square tents. It was No. 17 Stationary
Hospital, the "White City/' ... I wondered which of
those tents he was in.

The chestnut, anxious for a gallop through the scrub,
and excited by the noise of Monty cantering behind, pulled
hard. My heart was in sympathy with her, and I let her
open into a stretch-gallop. For I was absurdly thinking
that, if once I allowed Monty to draw abreast of me, I should
yield' to him a share of my position as chief mourner. I
wanted to be lonely in my grief.

At a point in front of me on the beaten road shells were
dropping with regularity. Savagely grieving, I let the mare
race the shells to the danger zone. What cared I if shell
and mare and rider converged together upon their destruc-
tion ?

I rode through a rush of confused impressions. At one
moment I was passing Pink Farm Cemetery, which had two
of its crosses nearly broken by a shell-splinter. I was wonder-
ing if they would bury him there, alongside of White, under
the solitary tree. At another, I was galloping through the
lines of the lowland Division, where a band of pipers was
playing " Annie Laurie/1 and an officer cried out to me:
"Stop that galloping, you young fool." In answer I put